2o               OUT OF MY COFFIN
We would walk up together to the Palazzo Vital-
leschi, long since converted into a State museum,
It is a Gothic castle built four-square to Rome, the
hills and the sea, A guide showed us into its galleries
and many apartments. We were told for the dozenth
time how all its windows were different, how the
great ramps had been built. We glanced solemnly
at the fine pictures, tapestries, furniture, vases and
statuary. The cases for smaller exhibits had linen
covers, which we seldom lifted. Everything was
numbered. A pale sunlight followed us from
apartment to apartment, so orderly, well polished,
and lifeless.
It was a relief to be out in the hot sun again. I
strode into the courtyard and stared from under my
cocked sailor hat at the balconied walls. I wondered
about my kinsman, Giovanni. I felt closer to him
here than in those cool and regular rooms, I touched
inquisitively the grey stone.
They have catalogued his palaces, made specimens
of his deeds and belongings, turned the men and
children of his country into regiments. What part
can that fiery man have, I wonder, in our complex
problems of to-day ? I was quiet as we trotted home
in our trap, and watched the sun go down red into
the hills.
It was there that my father, youngest of four
brothers and seven sisters, spent his early days. He
must then have caught Giovanni's spirit. For as a
young man and later, he never lost that quick turn
of wit, nor the splendid horsemanship, nor the spirit
of adventure which his ancestor had had. They
were at the Palazzo Vitelleschi in Rome when their
Barents died within two months of each other*